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needle-case and Keats throwing clods in the
garden. Why did they salute each other,
like friends met after death ? Gravely, pre-
destined, comprehending.

Nonsense ! How could these detached mo-
ments of memory salute and comprehend one
another ? Had they bodies, had they souls ?
But what brought them together ? Whence
came their still, bright harmony ? Had he
anything to do with it ? Did he summon
and order them ?

Why, they pitied him. It was all mad,
no doubt. The more foolish to argue against
it. These moments, these pictures, these
visions, insisted that they were things of
power and personality. They had a virtue
finer than his own. Yet surely it must be
somehow his, part of his being.

In vain he tried to smother his anxiety
with words. Subconscious! Did labelling
things make them other than they were.
Subconscious ! The sheer, imbecile inconse-
quence of the word, " You're giving way,"
murmured a cold voice. "' Giving way! "
That was what he had to do. Something was
making a claim on him, a claim that he dimly
recognized. But what was the claim ? How
was he to submit to it ?